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9) THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. 


Under the absolute control of the Royal Hungarian Chemical Institute 
(Ministry of Agriculture), Buda Pest. 


Of all Chemiste and Mineral Water Dealers. Prices 6d., 1%., and 1s. 3d. per bottle. 
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> 
< 
a) 
ec 
2 
7 
aD 
Q 
> 
<c 
Ww 
> 
W 
a 
wW 
» 
Q 
= 
a 
2 
a 


: mt Sy 
BY Kg dl 


sa ™ © 
™> a . 
Par’ so" Yt 
LAY J 


| : | vt 


S- a, \ 
WA Le > 


eytrt 
x . LA 


vAIAT a 
FH Seas 
SA)! eit 

a af Mu , 

! hh a 

wis 
My Mess 
wT " juin 


Registered at the General Post Office as a Newspaper. 


‘ 
Pose 7) 


S008) eae 
tet 

aan | 

= Pune TatAly 4 
SE SSH 
PETIT MAT TSS.¢ HEH 
= roo hy 

an 


= sav wep 


PRICE THREE PENCE 


———" - 


ma A 
J 


ee es i Wyss | 


< wll ey ae 
nS 


l 2 

Welly 

\\ ' f Vi 

pa nN | ay } 
His 





ES 


s Se 


PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, 





LONDON. sil 








CADBUR 





YS COCOA 


“ Represents the Standard of highest purity at present attainable in Cocoa.” —Tue Lancet. 
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THREE BRILLIANT NOVELS. 


[LLUMINATION. By Hanoxp 
Paepeaic 1 vol., Or. Ove, @. izth edition. 

The Review oF Kevrews»—' The cleverest and 
most impressive work of fiction that the year has 
produced 

The Mawcweerse Ocsadiss >“ Will not only 
@fford novel readers food for discussion during the 
coming season, bat will eventually fll « recognised 
place in English fiction 


WITHOUT SIN. 


4. Parromsne. OF. Ovo, @ 
The andouhted fasctnation of the 
ynvineing charm of the principal 
at wheat make this novel 


By MARTIN 


The Weare 
writing, and the 
characters, are 
intensely interesting 


THE REDS OF THE MIDI. 


An RF fd me Beovelation > Feu 
Gees Or. tvo, ¥ 

Mr Gtsoeross “ | have read it with great and 

aust ained interest Asa novel, it seems to me to be 


written with great skill 

The Daur On * ‘He is « true artist 
His warm, glowing Pre yvenqal imagination sees 
that tremendous battalion of death even as ©. amLris 
ao@ 
m: We. HEINEMANN, a, Redford 4t., W.C 


Lon 


MRS. HUMPHRY WARD’ 8 NEW NOVEL. 


At all Booksellers and Libraries 


§i2 GEORGE TRESSADY. 


Mrs. Howrnar Waen, Author of 


Crown 8vo, 64 


By 
* Robert 


Kiamere,” “ The History of David Grieve, Mar 
cella ae 
London : @MITH, ELDER,& CO , 14, Waterioo Place 


New Book by Anthony Hope. 
Crown 8vo, price 6s. 


E HEART OF PRINCESS 


OSRA. Hy Axteowt Hors. With 9 Illustra 
tho yma b Jous ILL AMeo™ 

rhi volume consists of a series of short stories 
deal na with the many adventures of the Princess 


Oera, of the House of Biphberg 
stories be eee, familiar te the readers of * 
Prison 7 oO! AL, Len 

m 77 INOMANA, GREEN, & CO 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 8 Millions Stg. 


NEW 
REDUCED 
RATES. 


WITHOUT PROFITS. 


EDINBURGH,3,George 8t.(Head Office). 

LONDON, 83, King William Street, B.O. 
8, Pall Mall Bast, 6.W. 

D UBL IN, 66, Upper Sackville Street. 


Branches & Agencics in India & the Colonies, 


(WANS ANTI TAI 


Peasr Veourssce 
fectly Harm 
less, Will re 
duce 2 to 5 Ib. 
& week, ac 
on the food in 
stomach, pre 
venting ite 
conversion 
into Fat Sold 
byallChemists 


The scene of the 
* The 








at 
BOTANIC MEDICINE CO., 8, NEW OXFORD 8r., W.C. 


Rend stamp for pam phiet. 





BRILL’S 
SEA 
“xerening- SALT. 
Rp et 


HEADACH RB, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the Wortd 


Sea Baths 
at Home. 





FEED YOUR CHiLope, 


DE RIDGES 


PATENT COOKED F000 





PUNCH, 








OR THE LONDON 


CHARIVARI.—Sepremper 
TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 





Retreshing 
Invaluable 






1s. Bottle for six to ten Baths. 


Cloudy 


SCRUBB’S Household 


MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
asa Turkish Bath. 
or all Toilet Purposes. 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, Etc. 
Restores the Colour to Carpets. 

Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 


SCRUBB & CO., 32b Southwark Street, S.E. 
64ers OF SCRUBB’S ANTISEPTIC SKIN son D 


AMMONIA 






Of all Grocers, Chemists, Etc 


- ROSBACH 


|THE BEST TABLE WATER IN THE ; WORLD. Bs 





MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


SPOONS & FORKS 








HOWARD 


BEDFORD. 
Fiougha, Harrows, Haymakers, 
Horse Rakes, Mowers, Straw 
Trussers, Fodder Presses, Oil En- 











gines, and Portable Railway. 











Tl 
BRACES. 


The only Brace for Hot Weather. 
Note: None Genuine bearing the Trad 
Mark “ACARIC.” «of ali Hosiers and stores every 
where, or sent post free on receipt of Postal Order 
for 4s. to“ P Dept.,6, Philip Lane, London, B.C 
£10 REWAKD.— —Buyers demanding Acarica, and 
having other Hraces not bearing the trade mark 
offered as Acarics, are reques to communicate 
with above address. Wholesale of WEICH, 
MARGETBON & ©O., 16, 6, and 17, Cheapside, 
London, E.C., and all Hosiery and Drapery Houses. 


EPPSS 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


GOCOA 








DIAMOND 


26, 1896. 


| on as. MIDNIGHT SUN, 3,185 tons, 





£18 18s. MEDITERRANEAN 
CRUISE 


organised » 
Dr. lane and Mr Perowne Septe mber 9th 7 


| Southern Spain, Tunis, ym Sicily, ans ores 


| 
| 
| 
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ORNAMENTS. 


The Choicest Quality 
in the World. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 


COLDSMITHS COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: 112, REGENT ST., W. 


(Aosointne Streasoscoric Comrant.) 





SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


65 & 67, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, E.C. 


roozan 
Arye TIO 





Brow (Jacket and Vest) for boy of § years, 19/-. 


| ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and 


PATTERNS free on application, 








For Delicate Children. 
SQUIRE'S 
CHEMICAL 
FOOD. 


In Bottles, 2s., 3s. 6d., & 6s. each. 
AT ALL CHEMISTS axp STORES, anv oF 
SQUIRE & SONS, 

Her Majesty's Chemists, 

413, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 








A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TAMA Roonsrtipation, 
INDIEN 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, 

of Appetite, Gastric and 

Intestinal Troubles, | 
Headache. 


GRILLON. 


London: 


47, Southwark Street, S.E. 


SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 28. 6d. A BOX. 





Later Cruises — lalest ine. th hp Athens, Constant 
i 


nople. Lectures by Bishop of Hereford, Sir ‘Lamber 
Playfair, |he Archdeacon of Sanchester, Pr pa 
Moule. Professor Sayce, Professor Mah fy. Ps 
lessor Lanciani.and others. Details from Secret. 
5, Endsleigh Gardens, London, N W 









Registered Trade Mart 


“$. MORDAN & CO.” 
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fy Women'-2; 
and Women only 


Are most competent to fully appreciate the 
purity, sweetness, and delicacy of Curicurs 
Soar, and to discover new uses for it daily 


wre, 


In the preparation of curative washes, solv. 
tions, &c., for annoying irritations, chafings, 
and excoriations of the skin an! mucows 
membrane, or too free or offensive pers: 
tion, it has proved most greteful. 

Coricvra Soar appesls to the refined and 
cultivated everywhere, as the most eff-ciive 
ekin purifying and beautifying soap, as weil 
as purest and sweetest for toilet. 


F. NEWBERY & SONS, London, E.C. 
If you awake in the 


TAKE A HINT | ozone vith a pain 


across the eyes, a sense of dulness in the 
head, a furred and discolored tongue, BE 
WARNED! Geta bottle of— 


LAMPLOUGH’S 
PYRETIC 
SALINE 


put a teaspoonful in half a tumbler of water, 
and drink while it effervesces. If necessary, 
repeat in about two 


IT WILL SPEAK FOR IT SELF. 


- 








BORWIGKS 
== POWDER 


The best 
Baking 
Powder 
in the 
World. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Hurry BunosHo Jappenser, B.A.) 
No. XXIII. 

Mr. Jabberjee delivers his Statement of Defence, and makes his prepara- 
tions for the North. He allows his patriotic sentiments to get the 
better of him in a momentary outburst of disloyality—to which no 
serious importance need be attached. 

My fair plaintiff has not suffered the grass of inaction to 
grow upon her feet, wy Dry yan issued her Statement of 
Claim, by which she alleges that y= =—- marriage on a certain 
date, and did sabsequently, on divers occasions, treat her, in 


\\): ah A ; 
Wide A 


ii 
: Ay 


‘Tam addressed by an underbred street-urchin as a ‘ blooming blacky !'”’ 
| the presence of sundry witnesses, as an affianced, after which 
| I mizzled into obscurity, and on various pretexts did decline, 
and do still decline, to fulfil my nuptial contract, by which con- 
duct the plaintiff, being grievously afflicted in mind, body, and 
estate, claims damages to the doleful tune of £1,000. 

(N.B.—I have thought it advisable here and there to trans- 
late the legal phraseology into more comprehensible verbiage. ) 

Now such a claim is to milk a ram, or prendre la lune avec 
les dents, seeing that I am not a proprietor of even one 
thousand rupees. Nevertheless (as I have 
SMARTLE), my progenitor, the Mooktear, will bleed to any 
reasonable extent of costs out of pocket. 

I have held frequent and lengthy interviews with the said 
Smartie, Esq., who is of incredible dispatch and celerity— 
though I sometimes regret that I did not procure a solicitor of 
a more senile and sympathetic disposition. 

Assuredly had I done so, such an one would not, after per- 
using my Statement of Defence—a most magnificently volumin- 
ous decument of over fifty folios, poten. and stuffed with 
satirical hits and sideblows, and pathetic appeals for the Bench’s 
indulgence, and replete with familiar quotations from best 
classical and continental authors—such an one, I say, would 
not have split his sides with disrespectful chucklings, thrown 
my composition into a wasted paper receptacle, and proceeded 
to knock off a meagre substitute of his own, containing a very 
few dry bald paragraphs, in the inadequately brief space of 
under the hour. 


Such, however, was Mr. Smartie’s course; and the sole) 
consolation is that, owing to his unprofessional precipitation, | 


informed Mr. | 


the action was set down for trial previously to the commence- 
ment of the Long Vacation, and my case may come on some time 
next Term, and I be put out of my misery at the close of the year. 

My aforesaid legal adviser, finding that I adhered with the 
tenacity of bird-slime to my determination to conduct my case 
= pa did hint in no ambiguous language, that it might 
| Perhaps be even better for me to do the guy next November to 
| my native land, and snip my fingers then from a safe distance 
at the plaintiff. 

But it is not my practice to exhibit a white feather (except 
when prostrated by severe bodily panics), and I am consumed 
by an ardent impatience to air my fluencies and legal learned- 
ness before the publicity of a London Law Court. 

Now, begone dull care! for I am to dismiss all litigious 
thoughts till October or November next, and become a Dolce 
far niente, chasing the deer with my heart in the Highlands. 

My volunteering acquaintance, by the way, has declined to lend 
me his rifle, on the transparent pretence that it was contrary 
to regulations, and that it was not the bon ton to pursue grouse- 
birds and the like with so war-like a weapon. 
| So, on young Howarp’s advice, I aa the purchase from a 
| pawnbroker of a lethal instrument, provided with a duplicate 
bore, so that, should a bird happen by any chance to escape my 
| first barrel, the second will infallibly make him bite the dust. 

I have also purchased some cartridges of a very pleasing 
colour, a hunting knife, and a shot belt and pouch, and if I can 
only procure some inexpensive kind of sporting hound from 
the Dogs’ Homo, I shall 4 forewarned and forearmed cap a pie 
| for the — and pleasures of the chase. 

Miss Wee-wer did earnestly advise me, inasmuch as I was 
about to go amongst the savage hill tribes of canny Scotians, 
to previously make myself acquainted with their idioms, &c., 
| for which purpose she lent me some romances written entirely 

— Caledonian dialects, and the composition of Hon. Poet 

URNS. 
| But hoity-toity! after much diligent perusal, I arrived at the 
| conclusion that such works were sealed books to the most in- 

telligent foreigner, unless he is furnished with a good Scotch 
grammar and dictionary. 

And mirabile dictu! though I have made diligent inquiries 
| of various London booksellers, I have found it utterly impossible 
to obtain such works in England—a haughty and arrogantly 
| dispositioned country, more inclined to teach than to learn! 

How many of your boasted British Cabinet, supposed to 
| rule our countless millions of so-called Indian subjects, would be 
| capable to sit down and read and translate—rorrectly—a single 
sentence from the Mahabharat in the original ? 

Not more, I shrewdly suspect, than half a dozen at most! 
| So it is not to be expected that any more interest would be 
displayed in the language and literature of a country like Scot- 
land, which is notoriously wild and barren, and less densely popu- 
lated and productive than the most ordinary districts of Bengal. 

Oh, you pusillanimous Highland chiefs and other misters! how 
long will you tamely submit to such offhanded treatment? Will 
the day never come when, with whirling sporrans and flashing 
pibrochs you will rise against the alien oppressor, and demand 
Home Rule, together with the total abolition of present dis- 
dainful British insouciance ? Pre 

When that day dawns—if ever—please note this piece of 
private intelligence from an authorised source: Young Bengal 
will be with you in your struggle for Autonomy. If not in body, 
assuredly in spirit. Possibly in both. P ' 

I say no more, in case I should be accused of trying to stir up 
seditious feelings; but, as a patriotic Baboo gentleman, my 
blood will boil occasionally at instances of stuck-up English 
self-sufficiency, and the worm in the bud, if nipped too severely, 
| may blossom into a rather formidable serpent! ; 
| As, for instance, when, in the course of an inoffensive prome- 
nade, I am addressed by an underbred street-urchin as a 
“blooming blacky,” and cannot induce a policeman to compel 
my aggressor to furnish me with his name and address or that 
of his parents, or even to offer the most ordinary apology. 

Enough of these rather bitter reflections, however. I omitted to 
mention that I am also the proprietor (at the same pawnbroker’s 
where I bought my breeches-loader gun) of a very fine second- 
hand salmon-rod, a great bargain, and immense value, with 
which I hope to be able to catch a great quantity of fishes. 

For there is, according to young Howarp, good fishing in a 
burn adjoining the Manse, so I shall follow King Solomon’s 
injunctions, and not spare the rod and spoil the salmons, though 
if I should happen to “spoil” my rod, the salmons would in- | 








levitably in consequence be “ spared.” 


This is a sample of the kind of verbal pleasantries in which, 
when in exhilarated high spirits, I sometimes facetiously indulge. 
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DESIGN FOR PROPOSED STATUE TO BE ERECTED IN CONSTANTINOPLE. 


RANJITSINHJI ; 


Or, A New Licur or Asta. 


Hai, Horspur of a losing side ! 
| Of runs you’re never stingy ; 
| Both East and West acclaim with pride 
Your average, Ransrrstnnyi! 


‘Britons should 
team ”"— 
That rule may be a fit’un, 
( But lives there one who'd basely dream 
: He’s not a “Greater Briton ” ? 


form an ‘England’ 





’Tis ha 


The on-looker ex 


| (SUBSCRIPTIONS INVITED. ) 








To England’s luck let’s beakers quaff! 


hough “England” still we style it, 
the world—its better half ; 


An Empire, not an islet. 


sts a feast 
When he defends the wicket ; 


They count by centuries in the East, 


And so does he in cricket. 


Punch rings thee in with merry chimes, 
Star risen in far-off Injy! 


“ England has need of thee ”—sometimes— 


Slogging Prince Ransrtsinus1! 


VIVAT REGINA! 


[On September 23 Her Gracious Majesty will 
| have happily reigned longer than any of her prede- 
| cessors on the English Throne. ] 


Queen Bess. ‘‘OppSs MY LIFE! SWEET Coz! 
THOU HAST REIGNED LONGER THAN THE THIRD 
|GEORGE, AND MORE GLORIOUSLY THAN MY- 
| SELF!” 

** Farmer George.” ‘‘Hey, WHAT? wuHat? 
WHAT? REIGNED LONGER THAN I pip? ‘ Way 
THEN, MY BOYS, LET US HAVE A HUzzay!’” 





** A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that succeed. 
She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess; many days shall see her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it.” 
Henry the Eighth, Act V., Se. 4. 


GOB SAVE CHE AUCEH! 


A VALUABLE FIND. 
(In a Family Photograph Album.) 


Op family photos! No, I strike! 
I ly can’t, my best of cousins ; 
I know exactly what they ’re like ; 
I’ve looked at dozens. 


A chamber of horrors, worst of shows |— 
Well, if I must—but you ’ll do showman? 
Who’s that? Aunt Sopny? What a 
nose | 
It’s more than Roman. 


[ wonder grandfather got “ took,” 
His “ points” somewhat resemble Tow- 
ser’s— 
| What guys our worthy fathers look 
In peg-top trousers! 





| A languid one of Uncle Brau, 

Who’s that beneath him?—he looks 
brisker. 

| Ll wonder what they did to grow 

Such yards of whisker. 


| There ’s Husert, with a queer old hat 

| Standing beside him on the table. 

They all got taken just like that— 
D’you notice, Mane. ? 


| And mother in a crinoline 
| And such a bonnet! Oh, I hate her! 
| (The sweetest mother ever seen, 

Dear little mater!) 


| Yourself aged two—and what a grin !— 
How could I tell? It’s very simple. 

| Of course I knew you by your chin; 

I twigged the dimple! 


Rude boy! Not I. That’s Caarue, eh? 
I never see my Scotch relations, 
\lthough they ’ve asked me up to stay 
In long vacations. 


| 

| Here’s Rose! How she and I and Witt 

In nursery days the orchard raided! 

| L’m glad to think she’s blooming still, 
Though here she’s faded. 


| And who’s the roguish little girl ; 

| I?ll swear it isn’t you or Mitrtiz— 
| With saucy eyes and hair a-curl P— 
She ’s rather pretty! 


My picture! How was I to know? 
First time, I vow, I’ve ever seen it! 
Me five-and-twenty years ago! 
By Jove! d’you mean it ? 
| "Twill do to grace some future Strand ; 
Celebrities—you know those ~ 
Portrayed in various fashions an 
At various ages! 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


(An enamoured Southron endeavours to address a 

Highland Damsel in her own tongue.) 

Yon sky is bonny blue, fair lass, 
But you boast bluer een ; 

Yon sun is bricht the noo, fair lass, 
Your locks hae brichter sheen ; 

The fowl ahint the windy scaur 
Flees to its hame awa’, 

But, oh! my heart is fleeter far 
Whene’er I hear you ca’. 


The cushat seeks the hazel broch 
Therein his mate to woo, 

But I hie to the mountain loch 
To lilt my lays o’ lo’e. 

For here it was I speered you first 
In a’ your pride o’ race, 

You set my ardent soul athirst 
When I gazed on your face! 


I sat me down beside that cairn, 
And looked, a feckless loon, 

On you, the great MacMuckue’s bairn, 

ji’ ne’er a pair o’ shoon! 

Wi’ winsome feet sae white as milk 
You paddlit i’ the faem, 

Your snoodless locks, sae soft as silk, 
Whished roun’ your gouden kaem! 


I looked and looked, and marvelled sair 
If human you might be; 

You laughed to see the wonder-stare 
That came frae oot my ee. 

And then you broke the eerie spell, 
And oh! your voice was douce! 

Like water trickling frae a shell, 
What time the ebb runs loose! 


An’ noo I maun my heart declare! 
(Would you could hear its beat.) 
I’ve lands, and siller, ton, to spare, 
An’ sic a ham sweet | 

I ken you are MacMuck.e’s chiel, 
His only dearest ane, 

But tell him that I lo’e you weel, 
And canna bide alane! 








RETIREMENT IN RETREAT. 
(A Possible Page from a Grand Old Diary.) 


Monday. — Received letter begging me 
to establish a cosmopolitan library. Seems 
a simple idea. The notion is to translate 
all the best books into foreign languages. 
For instance, turn SHAKSPEARE into Chi. 
nese and Motrere into Russian. If I had 
not made up my mind to give up all seri- 
ous literary work (save magazine articles, 
fresh versions of Homer, and the like) 
would consider the matter. But, under 
the circumstances, think it best to de- 
cline. 

_ Tuesday.— Asked to re-organise the 
State defences. A few years since, noth- 
ing would have pleased me better. Of 
course, know a good deal about both the 
Navy and the Army. Could scarcely 
have failed to pick up the knowledge 
in the course of my reading. Have 
somewhere or other » for new forts 
at the mouth of the Thames, round 
the Isle of Wight, and on the more pro- 
| minent portions of the Channel Islands. 

Have a scheme for national mobilization 
| im one of my pigeon-holes. Might do 

something, too, with my double-action 

rudder and extra explosive gun cotton. 
| But perhaps better leave the matter in 
younger hands. Not that I shrink from 
the nsibility, but doctor’s orders are, 
after all, doctor's orders. 

Wednesday.—A most polite 
dent again urges me to complete the fede- 











TWO SIDES TO A QUESTION. 


‘‘On, FLORA, LET Us BE MAN AND WIFE. 
WOMAN WHO EVER pip!” 


‘*On ves; I UNDEPSTAND FOU WELL ENOUGH, SIR ALGERNON. 


EVER BEING ABLE TO UNDERSTAND ME?” 








ration of the English-speaking races. 
Have of sate like <7 one else, | 
suppose, t eme worked out on paper. 
No serious difficulty ; but, to carry out the 
idea properly, one ould visit the various 
parts of the empire in person. No objec- 
tion to a trip to Australia, India, and 
Canada, but doing the Cape and the Mau- 
ritius would be weary work. So reluc- 
tantly forced to decline. 
Thursday.—For the fiftieth or six- 
tieth time this year I am implored to 
undertake an oratorical tour. I am to 
create enthusiasm in England, Scotland, 
and Wales. Not a difficult matter. In 
fact, have done it before. Still, I must 
remember that I am not as young af I 
was, say, fifty years ago. However, ve 
tempting proposal, but afraid I can’t 


accept. 

Friday. —“ Will I save the British 
farmer?” Same old question. All I 
have to do is to establish jam manufac- 
tories in every part of the United King- 
dom. I have often thought of doing this 
but never have had the time. I could 
work all the empty farms at the same 
time. I don’t know why I shouldn’t, but 
“ powers that are” say I mustn’t. 

Saturday.—Cannot remain inactive any 
longer. Asked to speak at a public meet- 
ing to denounce the lowest scoundrel that 
ever disgraced the nineteenth century! 
Of course I will, and what’s more, if they 
don’t listen to me, I will raise the nation 
in revolt, provoke a general election, come 
in at the head of the poll, and resume =! 
old rooms in Downing Street! To thin 
of the knave continuing his ! 
Well, it is not too late, and I am fit for 
anything! 

Sunday. —Customary service. Very 
soothing. Calm and sedate. Perhaps, 
after all, I had better reconsider the situa- 
tion, or at any rate curtail the pro- 
gramme. 





You AT LEAST UNDERSTAND ME—THE ONLY 


Bur HOW ABOUT YOUR 


A CLERICAL TRIPPER. 

{The Vicar of France-Lynch, near Stroud, 
proposes to teach the girls of the village to dance 
during the winter months. | 
Here’s a cheer for this sensible vicar! 
May he ever keep time like a “ ticker”! 

As he meg shows 
The address of his toes, 
May his classes grow thicker and thicker! 


In the valse let him swim con amore ! 
Let him polk with persistent furore! 
In paler none quicker, 
In lancers a kicker, 
Let him rival the jeunesse stage-dorée ! 
Let the Puritans banter and bicker, 
Here ’s his health in a pint of malt liquor! 
Let each Terpsichorean 
Re-echo the pean, 
“Success to the hops of the vicar!” 





‘For the Rain it raineth every day.” 


Parson (to farmer, whose barley is 
sprouting). Miserable weather, Mr. Roots! 
Farmer. Aye, it be a sort of judgment 
on them folks as was so plaguey anxious 


to pray for rain last a7: 
(Parson hurries on. 


To the Cormorant in Kew Gardens. 


Poor bird! quite alone 
You sit on a stone, 
And dream that you once were a flyer ; 
No more shall you range, 
F’en your plumage must change, 
Since you live ’neath the rule of a Dyer 


At Corfe Castle. 

Professor (to assembled picnickers). I 
would remark that this ancient ruin is 
memorable for the use of the knife—— 

Hun Pilgrim (interrupting). And 
fork. ere goes for that veal and ham 
pie! Historical lecture postponed. 

















| Paris and then to Boulogne. 


| had 


| tiously 
| in 
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SOME CIPHER WIRES, 


From No. 1, New York, to friend in England. 


Am leaving for Europe Thursday. All 
afe. Police have not least suspicion. 
My wovements quite unknown to them. 
From Detective Shadow, New York, to Scotland 
Yard, England, 
Our man sails for England Thursday. 
Have secured berth in cabin adjoining. 





Kriend in England to No. 1, New York. 


Be very careful—don’t think we are sus- 
pected, but you never know. 


A o. 1 ( reply). 


Nothing to fear. Police absolutely ig- 
norant of my appearance and whereabouts 

have given me up long ago. Shall go 
from Liverpool te Paris and thence Bou- 
logne 


ulow, New York, to Scotland Yard. 


I a Sk 


No. 1 has shaved off beard and greatly 
altered appearance. Will probably go to 
Shall ac- 
company, of course. 

} n No, | lo fri 


Boulogne end in London. 


Most cowardly of you to have mis- 
givings. Police all fat-heads, and know 
positively nothing of my movements. 


From Shadow, Boulogne, to Scotland Yard. 


Our man over-eat himself to-day—said 
beef was tough at dinner—stood him two 
whiskies afterwards, when I noticed he 
one waistcoat button missing, and 
wearing pair of new boots. Wire me 
when you’d like him. 


From N 


wa 


. 1, Boulogne, to friend in London. 
Manufacture proceeding most expedi- 


shall be ready for forcible action 
a week. Have no fear—we are abso- 


| lutely safe, and police do not “even sus- 


pect. 
From Scotland Yard to Shadow, Boulogne. 
Think we should like our friend to- 
morrow 
} Shadow, Boulogne, to Scotland Yard. 





Certainly. Will annex him to-night. 


The Dainty Fancy of Love. 


(after hearing Miss Clorinda war- 
Do you know that you reminded me 
of an Indian Prince just now. 

Miss C. An Indian prince! How? 

He (impressively). Because you were 
Dew-lip-sing. May I, sweetheart? 
[Sample exchanged. 


He 


ble) 


| HEARTS ALL ROUND. 


(A Memory of the Past, with a Moral for the 
Present.) 
** Pray God our greatness may not fail 
Thro’ craven fears of being great.’’ 
TENNYSON. 
Great patriot voice, though silent now, 
Yet sounding on the air of song 
In endless echoings; laurelled brow, 
All reverence ; did a giant wrong 
Rise in thine England’s road, thy cry 
Was for resistance to the death, 
seeing that freedom—though to die— 
Was our soul’s soul, our life, our breath. 
“ Hands all round!” 
So in our ears that clarion voice did 
sound, 
And so it sounds to-day from cliff to cliff 
Of the white coasts of England round 
and round. 


“First pledge our Queen!” And so we do! 
Her sixty years of splendid reign, 

By compact with earth’s craven crew 
Of despots, we care not to stain. 

Even the dumb-dog policy 
Of acquiescent silence irks. 

Mute conscience cannot bend the knee 
To oppressors, Muscovites or Turks. 

Hearts all round 
Burn at the tale of hearths in hearts’ 
blood drowned 
To sate the throned Assassin’s murderous 


hate, 
Whilst like poor muzzled curs the 
Powers crouch round. 


Oh! Queen, to whom all hearts to-day 
Turn loyally; oh! youthful Tsar, 
Her honoured guest, hailed on thy wa 
As peace-protecting “ Lord of War” ; 
The secular East ye hold in fee 
Between you, royal host and guest! 
Is there no way joint wit may see 
In honour’s cause to band the West? 
Hands all round, 
And hearts, and heads, 
proudly crowned! 
In the great name of Peace clasp hands 
as friends, 
Link hearts for mere humanity round 
ye, ye “loyal hearts who long 
En 


and round! 
_ 
o keep our English empire whole 

Sons of the stout old Northland, strong 

To scour earth’s seas from pole to pole ; 
Pale silence which red guilt condones 

Is not your fashion from of old. 
Speak out, speak all, in manful tones! 

Honour hath claims as well as Gold! 

Tongues all round 
Speak for plain Right with no uncertain 


humble or 


”! 


sound, 
In the joint name of England speak, as 
friends 
Of faith and truth and honour round 
and round! 


And ye, our statesmen, see ye be 

“True leaders of the land’s desire.” 
When at the sights men sit and see 

Slow-moving Saxon spirits fire. 
We urge you not to a mad rush 

That may wake war, or shake the State, 
But—see that Britons need not blush 

For craven counsels all too late. 

Hands all round! 
In patriot —— not party shackles, 
u 





nd. 
| Bound—not for faction’s gain, but na- 
tional pride, 
And the good name of England round 
and round. 


And you, old chieftain, white and worn, 
But wakeful still at honour’s call, 
Whose lifted voice, like Rouanp’s horn 
| At Roncesvallés, rouses all, 
| Sound the alarm, réveille raise, 
| In England’s and in honour’s name! 
| Faction’s least touch would mar the praise, 
Party’s least bias blot the fame. 
Hands all round! 
That should ring clearly in the clarion’s 
sound, 
should base faction’s 
hope confound. 
In the great cause of honour rouse her 
friends, 
And the good fame of England round 
and round! 


That skulking 


NOTES OF A LITTLE CRUISE INA 
LARGE YACHT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Loe or Tony, M.P. 


Greenock, Saturday Morning.—Curious 
arrangement of the sleeping berths in the 
train which brought us up (“ Like a mush- 
room,” Sark says) in the night. Not 
equally divided. One side sacrifices some- 
thing of its width to corridor passing full 
length of car. Depends upon which side 
you happen to be ticketed for whether 
you get a broad bed or a narrow one. 

diy enough, Sark didn’t get the 
broad bed. Almost wish he had. Being 
short of temper, and bulky in person, he 
spent an appreciable part of my night’s 
rest in grumbling. He was particularly 
angry because we had each alike paid five 
shillings for our bed. 

“Tf you have five shillings’ worth of 
bed,” he woke me up to say, the idea pre- 
senting itself to him at 3.20 a.m., “mine 
doesn’t run beyond three-and-nine-penny- 
worth at the most.” 

It’s a pity men allow these trifling mat- 
ters to annoy them. If such a thing hap- 
pens again, I think—the idea didn’t occur 
to me till we were running into Greenock 
station this morning, wae it was of 


course too late to carry it out—I’ll change 
berths with Sark. 

Off Arran, Sunday.—The India is the 
latest message the P. & O. Co. have sent 
to the sea. She is m gnificent in all ways 

3) 





Eight thousand tons burden. Chairman 
Surnertanp, K.C.M.G., says, with 
of triumph in his eyes, she is of 10,000 
horse-power. I wonder where they keep 
the horses. In the hold, I suppose. 
Must be stuffy in the Red Sea, and dread- 
fully monotonous. Sark says he believes 
they are sea-horses, which will probably 
all the difference. 

Arranged when the cruise was ned 
that India should proceed from Clyde to 
Dublin. Last night route altered. Captain 
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Briscoe says there “isn’t enough water.” Seems strange. Al-| 
ways heard that if there was a drawback to attractiveness of | 
Ireland, it was the too constant rain. Certainly it has been a dry 
summer with us. Water famine at East End and the like. 
Probably average not yet made up at Dublin. However it be, 
instead of crossing Channel to Ireland, we steer up Scotch coast 
to Lamlash Bay. A fresh injustice to Ireland. 

After luncheon, went ashore. Some question whether we 
should be able to land. Rumour current that the pier is locked 
up on Sundays. Advanced cautiously. Reconnoitred. Not a 
soul in sight. Landed on pier. At gate a board proclaimed that 
a fee of two-pence is levied on every passenger. Feel for 
our coppers. A ghostly silence reigns over hut whence collector 
might be expected to spring. par we walk through un- 
taxed. Hope the collector not regarding us from window of one 
of the houses near. Pitiful to think of his emotions on seeing | 
bang go at least twenty twopences uncollected. 

Turning to the left, we come on a long street, facing the turf- | 
edged sea. This is Lamlash, a congeries of lodging-houses, none | 
more than a story high. The lodgers are mostly on the cold | 
ground, sitting on chairs or benches in front of their apartments. 
They don’t talk, much less “ whustle.” The nearest approach to | 
carnality is the possession of a spy-glass. Comin Sos Glas- | 
gow, and further inland, this sioen final touch of nautical | 
circumstance to the too brief holiday. From time to time one | 
puts up his spy-glass, slowly surveys scene in the bay, and | 
solemnly brings the glass back to hisknee. They must have seen | 
it all before through many days. Nevertheless, at brief intervals | 
they sweep the horizon, always beginning at the same place, and | 
with slow motion leaving off as before. 

“T think,” said Sark, involuntarily dropping his voice to a'| 
whisper, “they’re looking out for Monday, when they can talk 
| to each other again, bustle around, bathe, or even catch mussels.” 
A fair scene of Sabbath peace, broken only by the lapping of 
| the waves among the sea-weed on the beach. Meeting an elderly | 
gentleman, looking uacomfortable in an aggressively square- 
built suit of rusty black, I ventured to expatiate on the beauty 
of the scene. The patriot Scot evidently pleased at the 
artless enthusiasm of a mere Southron. He hadn’t a spy-glass | 
| with him, having evidently just come out of church. But he | 

looked round in search of some climax in the peerless beauty of | 
the scene with which he might my remark that the people 
living here were very fortunate, pos BS to be happy. 

“ D’ye see that vessel lyin’ avre there?” he said, pointing to a 
good-looking craft, but as a penny steamer beside our stately 
liner. “Weel, that’s the Jupiter. She sails every day between 
Greenock and Lamlash. She’s the fastest: boat on the Clyde, 
and forbye that she beats them a’ for breakfasts. Man, when ye 
tak’ ane o’ her breakfasts ye need neither dinner nor supper, and a’ 
for twa shillings a head. If ye tak’ a dozen tickets at a time ye 
get them for eighteen pence apiece. Sixteen breakfasts for the 
price of twelve!” 

As the old gentleman spoke, the light of the setting sun falling 
en his furrowed face brightened it with a look of ecstasy. Six- 
teen breakfasts for the price of twelve! At Lamlash life is 
certainly worth living. 

Plymouth Harbour, Tuesday.—Sarx is not in good luck this 
trip. The narrow bed—“Put in it before my time,” he says, 
gruffly—was bad enough. This morning was worse. Thought he 
would try the spray bath, of which he had heard high approval. 
It’s a framework of perforated pipes, within which you stand, 
turn a wheel-handle, and water, hot or cold, dashes forth in fine 
thick rain. Sarx had heard that the thing to do is to turn on 
both handles, modifying the heat according to taste. He began 
with that labelled “ hot water.” 

It was surprisingly hot. Sark dashed at the handle; gave it 
another screw, meaning to turn the water off. In excitement 
of moment, blinded with the dashing spray, agonised by the nearly 
boiling water, he turned it wrong way. The water played upon 
him with redoubled force and heat. 

Sark’s observations were, I am told, heard at some distance. 

" Why didn’t you step out of the enclosure ?” I asked. 

“You get in, and see what you’ll do,” he replied, its par- 
boiled condition lending an almost evil glare to the countenance 
turned upon me. 

In the Channel, Thursday.—Steaming up Channel. A fine 
autumn day, with the sea, blue as the Mediterranean, tossing | 
up countless white caps for pure joy at being alive. The very 
day to sit on deck and read Report (just out) of Financial Rela- | 
tions between Great Britain and Ireland. Have done so, and| 
now, with Tilbury in sight, am in hopelessly dazed condition. 

| Talk about conference of Kilkenny cats, or meetings of Irish 
Members in Committee Room No. 15, they were monotonously 





‘Dip YE sEE THE Lorp MAYOR WHEN You was ur TO LuNNONT” 
** Avg, Lap, I pip.” 


** De’ ’E GANG apoor wi’ A CHAIN?” “Ko; 


"rE GANGS LOOBE ws 








unanimous as compared with this Commission. The result is un- 
paralleled amongst Blue Books. 

First of all eleven of the 
to a final joint report, which 
done, five of them, the Chairman, Mr. Repmonp, Mr. 
Martin, Mr. Hunter, and Mr. Wo.rr presents a report on 
their own account. Item: Lord Farrer, Lord Wexay, and Mr. 
Currix hand in their report. Item: Lord Wexsy drafts a memo- 


thirteen commissioners 
they sign. Item: This 


agree 


| randum declaring wherein he disagrees from Lord Farrer and Mr. 


Curnrig, whose report he has signed. Item: Mr. Sexton, Mr. 
Buaxe, and Mr. Statrery sign a fourth report. Item: Mr. 
Biake sets forth, at considerable length, points of difference he 
holds with Mr. Sexton and Mr. Statrrery, whose report 
carries his signature. Item: Sir Daviy Barnovn has a 
report that no one else will sign, even with the privi- 
lege of supplementing it by a memorandum showing how it 
is, in the main, hopelessly wrong. Item: Sir Tuomas Sutuenr- 
LAND, not to be outdone, presents a masterly report demonstra- 
ting the unfairness and the impracticability of everything but hi» 
own partioular plan. . 

Am glad to have dropped anchor off Tilbury. A delightful 
voyage, a noble ship, a princely host, charming company. But 
after studying the Report of the Royal Commission on the 
Financial Relations between Great Britain and Ireland one has 
a strange, strong hankering for terra firma. 


WAIST NOT WASTE NOT. 
(Paradoxical but Important .) 


“I~ Paris the ‘wasp’ waist is off,” they declare. 

This is excellent news to the wholesome and tasteful. 
Adopt a full waist if your health you would spare, 

It is the spare waist that is wasteful! 
A woman wastes health in each creak and each gasp, 
For a waist that is only a grace—in a wasp! 
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A PLEASANT PROSPECT. 


por leman ( 
AS HE 


who has mounted Friend). 
KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 


So, IF THEY HAPPEN TO GET AWAY, YOU ’D BETTER TAKE HIM HOME. 


‘Look HERE, TOM, YOU MUST MIND HE DOESN’T KICK Hounps, AND | wovLpn’r JUMP HIM, 


Sez!” 


[Nice for Tom, who has driven twenty miles before daylight in order to enjoy a morning's cubbing. 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
fue Universat Lirerary Surrty Company, Limirep.” 
( Continued.) 


Wuen the manager asked me in this matter-of-fact way if he 
should show me one or two heroines, I was naturally somewhat 
taken aback. My reply was cautious. “Is it quite safe?” I 
asked. 

“Oh, perfectly. You see, we keep them low in the matter of 
diet ; they only get an elopement once a week, and a divorce 
about once every two months. Their ordinary food while they 
remain in this establishment is English Grammars mixed with 
History Primers. It’s curious how they dislike it at first, but 


| they soon get used to it and thrive very fairly, though of course 





they can’t get very fierce on that. They all know me. I make 
it a point to feed them myself. I really should like to show you 
some specimens.” He unlocked the front of the huge box before 
which we were standing, and called out “ Hermionz, Rosamunp,” 
whereupon, to my intense surprise, two fully-grown females 
issued forth. They immediately began to dance round the 
manager with the most lively demonstrations of affection, patted 
his head, stroked his cheeks, and kissed his hands. “Down, 
Hermione, down, Rosamunp, down at once!” he exclaimed ; 
“ you are simply covering me with scent. This,” he continued, 
addressing me, and pointing to Hermions, “is one of our Hill- 
Top heroines. Do you notice her wealth of auburn hair, bound in 
simple tresses, and the candid look in her deep, liquid eyes? 
She can blush more virginally than any similar article we Ros 
ever provided. Then she can defy the world and its conventions, 
un- 


’ pair back. Huwry” (this was to one of the 
“is this article sold?” 


and die quite beautifully on a trestle bed i dingy 
carpet : y a e in a and 
clerks), 


“Yes, Sir; sold this morning to a lady. She’s to be fetched 
away to-morrow.” 

“ Ah,” said the manager, “I thought she wouldn’t remain long 
in stock. Now Rosamunp is entirely different. She’s the typical 
English girl, not very clever, but very wholesome. Just observe 
her sun-burnt complexion and her swinging stride. We generally 
sell this kind with a brother or two to play cricket with. The 
purchaser is expected to provide bicycles. It used to be lawn- 
tennis implements, but we recommend bicycles now. I’m 
sorry to say we’ve had Rosamunp on our hands for some time, 
and I really don’t know when we shall be able to dispose of her. 

| A good many years ago we did an enormous business in Rosa- 
mMUNDS, but the demand has gone down terribly. Still, we always 
keep one or two in case we should be suddenly called on to 
supply them. One never knows. Now then, you two, trot away 
back to your box.” It was quite touching to notice how meekly 
| the two heroines obeyed. 


| I sHouLD have mentioned that the further end of the room was 
| divided off by a wooden partition. I ventured to ask what 
particular business was transacted there. 

“That,” said my guide, “is our Scotch department. 
|a very profitable concern, and I rather pride myself on ving 
persuaded the directors to establish it. One must keep up wi 
the times, and if there ’s one thing the times seem to want more 
| than another it’s Scotch goods. I fancy we can do pawky 
| humour better than any other house in the trade, and I’m quite 
| certain that our special line in peasant pathos is absolutely un- 

| equalled. Just step in with me and have a look round.” 

We passed through the swinging door that led into the Scotch 

department, and found ourselves in the midst of a scene of busy 
activity. A score or so of clerks, men and women, were engaged 
in cutting tartans of every variety, and making them up into 

| plaids and kilts. A confusion of strange sounds assailed my ears. 


It ’s 
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A STRONG APPEAL! 


“THAT COERCION, WHICH OUGHT LONG AGO TO HAVE BEEN APPLIED TO HIM (THE SULTAN), 
MIGHT EVEN NOW BE THE MEANS OF AVERTING ANOTHER SERIES OF MASSACRES, POSSIBLY EVEN 


EXCEEDING THOSE WHICH WE HAVE ALREADY SEEN.” 
Extract from Mr. Gladstone's letter to Mr. Crossley, of Manchester. 
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“ Now then, look alive with the is,” “send along the hoots- 
toots, and be sharp with them,” “ Elders for three and discourse 
for two,” “Six braw Heelanders in order.” Such were some of 
the curious phrases that were hurtling about. I was introduced 
to the head clerk. “A very interesting man,” whispered the 
manager; “was a Free Kirk Minister once, and used to preach 
wonderfully, but had to give it up owing to nerves. He’s reall 
most useful to us, most useful; has a thorough knowledge of all 
the dialects, and for salmon-rivers and golf-links I would back 
him against any one you could name.” bowed respectfully to 
the ex-minister, and engaged him in conversation for a few 
moments. I regret to say, however, that I failed to grasp the 
meaning of his remarks. When he asked me to “Come awa’ 
ben,” I murmured something to the effect that my name was 
not BrengamMin, and as the situation seemed to be getting 
strained, I was glad when the manager took me away. 








We next went upstairs into another large room. “This 
is one of our show-rooms,” explained the manager; “ please be 
very careful where you step. I’m afraid the place isn’t as tidy 
as it ought to be. We’re simply littered with French Kings 
and Cardinals just now. Everybody wants them, and as they ’re 
a very bloodthirsty lot their keep comes rather expensive. Those 
are French girls, daughters of Counts or Sieurs, and as brave and 
patient and loving as we can make them. We provide them all 
with our own patent action for battlement-climbing and hanging 
over rocky ramparts by ropes while the bullets whistle round 
them. It’s an ingenious toy. Of course we require a gallant 
young knight or two to make it work thoroughly. The gallant 
young knights are generally fools, but the public seems to like 
them. Ah, that’s our case of cheap murders. Pretty things, 
aren’t they ?” 


I askep the manager if there was much doing in poetry just at 
present. “Not very much,” he replied; “poetry’s a bit off. 
We used to sell quite a number of ballades and things, and I’ve 
seen as many as a dozen minors in here at one time buying 
rhymes and stanzas and other brittle goods; but that was some 
years ago. Somebody or other had died, a Laureate, or some- 
roy er there was a good deal < competition = 
the place. fe sold a great number of our shilling ets o 
rhymes. But on the whole it’s not a particularly _— busi- A HONEYMOON OUTING. 
ness, and we’re thinking of giving it up altogeter. We’ve had; Zrnest (faintly). ‘‘ Vena, DARLING, | Do BELIEVE 1'M THE WoRst 
an offer from Vigo Street to take it over as a going concern, and | Saitorn oN EARTH!” 

I’ve advised our directors to close with it. Ah, here’s something Vera (ditto). ‘‘1 woULDN'’T MIND THAT 80 MUCH, I¥ J WASN'T 80 

you'll like. It’s an idea of my own, and one of the best things | sap on THE Water!” 

~ oF > —vs rey to a polished mahogany case on = ——————— 

the floor. “ Just look at the finish of that,” he said; “ you can’t \ } p TRAIT. PIPE 

approach it anywhere else. Why, the case itself is well worth THE PORTRAT PIPE. 

the money we charge for it, let alone the contents. It’s our (By a Bachelor Devotee of Bacey.) 

guinea box of allsorts”—he began ticking them off on his fingers—| [The portrait-pipe is a growing fad in America. Fuepentck Gennannrt, 

‘containing one dozen best interviews, two hundred high-class | married to a Baltimore beauty, wished to have a pipe made in the likeness of 

quotations, specially selected, six sporting anecdotes, four de-| his wife. A month later he received the pipe and a bill for 800 dollars. } 

tectives, with our own inscrutable smile and a revolver apiece, Pur that in your pipe ardent bachelor smokers! 

two doctors—they’re a capital substitute for detectives—one A wife is expensive at all times, no doubt ; 

Satan, as used by Miss Corexui, sadness, patent-leather boots, At least, so assert the misogynist croakers, 

gentlemanly breeding, and odour of brimstone all complete, Who swear ’tis a thing a man’s better without. 

twenty-five literary causeries, fifteen dialogue-stories, and an Some have had to make choice between wife and tobacco, 

assortment of East End slang. Oh, it’s a magnificent bargain, The weed and the woman, the puff and the pet, 

that’s what it is. Let me tempt you with it?” The pleasures mere males to the feminine sack owe 
ao Are purchased most dearly in that way, you bet! 

To be brief, I was tempted and I succumbed. But up to the But “ Portrait-pipes” open a vista extensive. 
present I have had no opportunity of making use of my remark- A meerschaum museum of family mugs , 
able purchase. Still, it is certain to come in useful sooner or At eight hundred dollars per pipe were expensive. 
later. I hope before long to pay another visit to my friend, the — 8 we ad gg amyl amy —— 
manage i i 8s . Jimi More complacen et. i 

ger of the Universal Literary Supply Company, Limited. Without a wife's phis, is sufficient for me; 
And wifelessness means—unless fame is a liar— 
In the Editorial Sanctum. F’en in smoking a saving in mere L. 8. D. 


Editor and Proprietor. Well, how are the “ads”? To fill a wife’s phiz with sweet bird’s-eye and smoke it 
Manager and Editor. As usual at this time of year, deuced | Sounds rather romantic, but dreadfully dear. 

















bad. We must fill the paper somehow. How would it be to And then just suppose that I dropped it and broke it ! 
send Gususy to write up the watering places of Russia? oe pd pang aga — aac — I fear. 
E and P. Preposterous! Look at the expense. Here, I A nom oo cael Tal thet 's mo — ’ 
od the hag apes ny ve a letter on the joys of polygemy, | But puff Sentenlh-aipes which cost eight undred dollars ? 
—_ on le ublic run loose. - ~~. : ; 

M.and E. (admiringly). What a man you are, to be sure! Such bliss matrimonial would soon end —in smoke ! 

E. and P. (beaming). That’s why I always appeal to the rr, 


women, 





To any Number or CornresPonpents.—Great minds think alike. 

At least three hundred letters have been received at our office, 

To Derective Mg.vitte.—Why not start a Sherlock Holmes | suggesting that the Government should remind the Police of the 
Office ? proverb—“ Take care of ‘ No. 1.’” 
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AN ELOQUENT FIGURE OF SPEECH. 
| First Conductor ‘““ Wet, CHAWLY, ‘ow DID THE BEANO GOW ORF LARS’ NIGHT?’ 
Second Conductor. ‘‘Ow, Taz Guv'NOR DONE US A TREAT, JIMEs.” 
First Conductor. ‘‘ Lors o’ Begr, en?” 
Second Conductor. ‘‘ Baer? Now rear! Sagwpyye, cocky! W’'y, THERE WAS ENOUGH 


SHRMPYNE TER WASH A ‘Bus in!” 











‘The Inhumanity of Man to Mann.” 

Foreign Anti-Socialist sings: 

Wuen blown by Autumn breezes 
Tourists leave Britain’s isle, 

The prospect greatly pleases, 
And only Mann is vile. 

Tour on, but no oration 
In Socialism’s name! 

Only in your queer nation 
Spouters can play that game! 


The New Stagecraft. 
(By an Old Stager.) 
Ir you would win on critical belief 
You must combine old trash on the New 
With 


“comic business” 
“ relief,” 
And “human interest” that is inhuman! 


which is no 








An Ipeat Restine-pcace ror a Retirep 
Butier.—Binfield. 


Tre Spot ron Att-piwe Scenery. — 


Bournemovth, where firs are in evidence Stump Orations.—Speeches at cricket- 


| Ah! 





all through the winter. 


club dinners. 





PROVINCIAL SKETCHES. 
No, Il.—MISS JOANNA. 


Somz blossoms ope to fade away 
At the first touch of winter’s blasting, 
But while her fellow-flowers decay 
Our Miss Joanna’s eve ing : 
For tho a score of years and more 
Have glided since she first came out, Sir, 
She blooms to-day as young and gay 
As when she saw her maiden rout, Sir. 


~~ 5 = eyo an bd 
ing o’er the town she scatters, 
Nor is there one so bold that dare 
Dispute her sway in social matters. 





Happy whom she with favour names! 
py the house where she is seen, Sir! | 
Has she not curtseyed at St. James, 


And been presented to the Quzgn, Sir? 


| 
Though here we seldom get the chance, 
We love a little dissipation, 
And if we haply have a dance 
Or soirée, great our jubilation. 
Then songs are sung, and flings are flung, 
And reels are reeled with merry pranc- 


ing, 
And no one but the very youn | 
Believes himself too old for cing. 


There Miss Joanna will be seen— 
Without her ’twere no dance at all, 
Sr— 
With stately step and gracious mien, 
And all prepared to lead the ball, Sir: 
A coy wee rosebud in her hair | 
A simple fleck of modest yellow, 
And resting on her bosom fair, 
In innocent repose, its fellow. 


Happy he to whom the Fates 
Entrust so rare, so chaste a burden! 
Aye, blessed beyond all potentates 
To whom they grant so rich a guerdon! 
What though  & wear another’s hair? 
wane. though her blushes will not go, 
Sir! 
Who once has clasped that form so fair, 
Is stamped forever comme il faut, Sir. 


Or if sweet music while the night, 
Then Miss Joanna kindly favours: 
With carefully subdued delight 
We listen while she gently quavers. 
She warbles “ Orpheus with his Ly-oot,” 
With wondrous twist and turn and 
twiddle, 
Now fainter than the softest flute, 
Now pyrotechnic as a fiddle. 


And when her classic song is done, 
At our request, she, with a smile, Sir, 
Agee to give her other one, 
oS pene old air, “ Within a mile,” 
ir, 
And when in gay and girlish way 
She coyly trills, “I canna, canna,” 
then we know, where’er we go, 
ere ’s none can sing like Miss Joanna. 


Our neighbours, fired by jealous spite, 
ay scoff and scorn in bitter malice, 
And even, in their envy, slight 
The glories of St. James’s Palace, 
But what of that ?—They play their parts, 
And still, despite their worst endeavour, 
Enshrined in our loyal hearts 
Our Miss Joanna lives forever. 











Nansen’s Latest Discovery. — The 
tracks of the King of Sweden. 


Fate anp THE Scttan.—A question olf 


| 
Dis-Crete. } 











SepremBer 26, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








| Spotted Dragon. I say “Blow Belgium and the battle 


THE PENNY-A-LINER TO THE LATEST SEA-SERPENT. 
(An Expostulation in the Silly Season.) 


WELL, you are not a clump of sea-weed tangled, 
Nor yet a lengthened shoal of lumbering porpoises! 
But the sea-serpent o’er which long we ’ve wrangled, 
You skinniest, most contemptibie of cold corpuses ? 
No, no! You would not make men squeal and squirm 
By lollopping leagues along the far horizon. 
You ’re more like a big eel or monster worm, 
With neither power to swallow, swamp, nor pizon! 
You’re not a cuttle-fish, nor yet a seal, 
A ledge of rocks, or a long ridge of coral! 
Why your preposterous self should you reveal, 
And spoil t | we pay wy He yarn—and moral— 
By getting stranded on the Australian coast, 
Giving yourself—and us—away completely ? 
How much you discount the sea-captain’s boast, 
And giscumbobulate the old sailor sweetly ! 
But really you should have shown more respect 
For us poor scribblers in the Silly Season. 
Our loveliest tale the public will regret, 
And spoil Remance by listening to Reason 
A few yards long, and with no goggle-eyes, 
No gaping jaws, no sinuous sliding motion! 
Why, you would scarce a long-shore swab surprise, 
If he should meet you in t mighty ocean ! 
You must be monster-headed, seven miles 
In serpentining length, not a foot shorter, 
Or else at such a sham the public smiles, 
And you’re not worth a rap to the reporter! 





THE MANNERS OF OLDER PEOPLE. 





(Communications from some of the Children.) 


Dear Mr. Puncn,—I am a little girl, 
my uncle and aunt, because my papa an 
in India. My aunt, who isn’t my real aunt, goes to church three 
times every Sunday, but you should just see her on week days. 
If I try to sing when the dear old barrel-organ comes into the 
street, she boxes my ears, and says, “That will teach 
remember the time of day.” She always sends me to 
and then she has the “ es ’—so I heard her describe her 
complaint to Marra, the our-maid. 
what this disease is, but it is awfully loud. Uncle, who comes 


ed ten, and live with | 
mamma are on duty | 


ou to | 
early, | 








| 
| 








I don’t quite know | 


home very early in the morning, is generally afflicted with the | 


“stumbles,” and has played sad havoc with our stair-carpets. 
He says his physician states that the only cure for his com- 
plaint is whiskey, and he strictly follows the doctor’s advice. I 
am not happy because Aunt and Uncle are always “storming” 
at one another. Then I am frightened, and Marrna gets under 
the kitchen table, and Janz, the cook, locks herself up in the 
larder. I wish you could make my elders behave better. My 
governess says that Time will set all things right. I don’t quite 
know what she means. Perhaps you send Time to your 
little friend, Ermyntrupe EarRwAkERr. 
Raspberry Mount, Lincolnshire, September 12, 1896. 


Dear Str,—What is the matter with the old folks? They are | 
never at home. I remember when I was about five that I used | 
to come down to dessert every night. Now they have no dinners | 
at home. Pa and Ma are always feeding at the best West End | 


restaurants, and all I have to keep me company is “Shah,” the | I 


I am an up-to-date girl, and cannot stand this | 
state of affairs much longer. Even the cat won’t go away, or 
else this mouse would play. Yours truly, 

Isle of Man Chambers, W. GriseLtpa THOROUVGHPIN. 


Sir,—I am at Rodwell School during the best part of the year, 
and I wish I were there now. My people have lugged me on to 
the continent to satisfy their own selfishness. I like cricket and | 
lawn tennis, but at this beastly hole there is neither one nor the 
other. I can’t get a decent glass of beer, and the noise of the | 
bands is enough to send a fellow crazy. But Father and Mother 
seem to enjoy themselves. They are always going to the Kursaal 
and “planking their ready” (you see I know a thing or two) 
on this or that colour, or some particular number of which | 
Mother has dreamt. I don’t call it fair to me, for they never 
give me a chance. I’d rather be playi .. shove-halfpenny ” 
with James, our footman, though he has always cleaned me out 
together with Turr, the sexton, and old Jumpies, who i x the 

of Water- 


Persian pussy. 


|loo!” which gave this wretched people an existence. Yours 


| my social surroundings. 


SOCIAL EVOLUTION. 


Tramp (to benevolent but inquisitive Lady), ‘‘Wei., you sxe, Mum, 
IT WERE LIKE THIS. I WERE A 'ADDICK SMOKER BY PROFESSION ; 
THEN I GOT ILL, AND 'AD TO GO TO THE ‘ORSPITAL; THEN I SOLD 
Cats MEAT; BUT sOME’OW OR OTHER I GOT INTO Low waTER/” 











obediently, Harry Havwrast. 

Ostend, September 14, 1896. 

P.S.—I don’t give the name of our hotel for fear of conse- 
quences.—Verb. sap. 
Dear Puncu,—I address you familiarly, because, like yourself, 
am a being of letters. At the last School Board exam I was 
first in the Plesiophormous Class, and received a cordial shake 
of the right cad ten Mr. Dicerie. I can write shorthand, 
play the piano, and can diagnose the inscriptions on the (so- 
called) Cleopatra’s Needle. At the present moment I am uncer- 
tain whether I shall educate myself to take up the position of a 
Prime Minister or an engine driver. But in any case, my future 
prospects will be hopelessly blighted unless I can do away with 
ere is a cobbler up our court, who 
not only greets me with impertinent familiarity, but also dis- 


_turbs my studies in the Great, True, and Beatific by his incessant 


There is a milkman, who thrice a day 
disturbs my meditations, and there is a vulgarian selling onions 
and the like garbage, who confuses me with his asinine holloas 
together with minor offenders. Ought such things to be allowed ? 
I am young (fifteen last birthday); I am ambitious, but, alas! 
I have a cultured ear, and I protest against this tyranny of the 
old birds over the chicks. — scientifically, 
Edison Court, W.C. Tueornastvs Cuumr. 


hammering on leather. 














| In the bloomin’ leaky foc’sle of yer leaky, rotten ships ; 


That the test of grub is grubbin’, not the advertised Menoo. 


| It’s on’y “ finest sweepin’s” from the docks, and wot a brew 


With the pickles and the butter set out fine in yer Menoo. 


Is a grumblin’ lot of skulkers, just one trip and ’ome agen ; 
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The Dull Weather Gentleman. *‘ Nice Grri 
DREADFULLY BHY ! 


THAT NEXT DOOR—BUT 
ALWAYS POPS IN WHEN I Come ovT.” 


“THE SALLORMAN’S MENOO.” 


By a Shell back.) 
It’s mighty fine, yer talkin’, but you never done no trips 


(To a Shipowner. 


And though you gulls the public with a sham Menoo for us, 
It isn’t printed lies as makes provisions worth a cuss ; 
And even silly emigrants will tell you straight and true 


I’m talkin’ now, not beggin’ for a chance to starve and work, 
In an undermanned old tanker with a skipper like a Turk ; 
With a cook as larnt ’is cookin’ when ’e ’ad to cook or beg, 

Or go into an ’orspital to nurse a cranky leg ; 

And what I says I means it, and my words is plain and true, 
Which is more than any sailorman will say for yer Menoo. 


I'll allow that in the look of it, the print of it I mean, 

That all you say is sarved to us; but is it good or clean ? 

And wot’s wet ’ash, or porridge, or any other stuff, 

When at the very best of it there’s ’ardly ’arf enough ? 

Not even with the cockroaches that’s given with the stew, 
Though I notice they nor maggots wasn’t down in yer Menoo. 


There 's the tea and corfee talked of, but folks ashore ain’t told 
That the swine as bought it for you winked ’is eye at them as sold. 
For sailormen’s best. Mocha was never further Fast 

Than a bloomin’ Essex bean-field ; and the tea ain’t tea—at least 


It makes when sarved in buckets to drink to yer Menoo! 


The pork and beef on paper, or a tin dish, makes a show, 
But you'd want yer front teeth sharpened if you tackled it, 
my bo’! 
For oe beef is still the ancient ’orse wot worked on Portland 
ier, 
And the — is rotten reasty, that was inwoiced twice too dear 
sha 


If they charged you ‘arf a thick ’un for the whack you gives the 
crew 


I'd like to take you jossers, as thinks as sailormen 





For when yer ’ands was achin’ with sea cuts to the bone, 

And the Baltic talked north-easters, you'd be alterin’ of yer tone, 
And mightn’t think wot’s wrote in print is necessary true, 

And per’aps when you was safe agen you 'd alter our Menoo. 








LILE DE WIGHT. 

Dean Mister,—The other day I go with my friend to a 
“eroquetparty.” I love much the sport, the tennis, the bicy- 
clette, but I know not to play the croquet. All of same, I go 
there. There is the hostess, a lady very gracious, but 
very solemn, of a in good point—embonpoint, how say you ?— 
very remarkable. I shaii name her Missis “Jones.” There is a 
clergyman. Ah, the brave little clergyman! Of a vivacity, of 
of a verve so charming, almost young. He is not young; he 
has, perhaps, sixty years, but he runs, he skips, he is the sole— 
le seul—who has the air of to amuse himself. There is a mili- 
taire—a military—very ferocious, the visage red, the moustache 
grey, the eyebrows very thick. There is a doctor of the army in 
retreat. And there is some ladies. 

Eh well, my friend presents me to Missis Jonzs. I say to her, 
“He makes very fine to-day.” You see, Mister Punch, I know 
the mode of your country, I commence in speaking of the fine 
time. But she is distraite—distracted—and she responds not, 
but she presents me to the clergyman, to the military and to the 
doctor in retreat. Then we drink the tea, the “fiveoclok” in 
the salon. Ah, how it is gay! By hazard I seat myself between 
the military and the doctor. All .the two have been at the 
Indias. You know that in your Island of Wight all the world is 
military. Partout—by all—there is some generals, some 


| colonels, some majors, some captains, and they are all in retreat, 
| and they speak alldays—toujours—of the India and of the sport. 
| Me I know not the India. 


Naturally my two neighbours 
talk of the India, of the serpents, of the sport, of the tigers. 
The military has much studied the serpents, and he speaks of 
them, and of the savage beasts, with a frown of the eyebrows 
worthy of Tartarin. C’est étonnamment gai—astonishly gay. 
And all the time I regard at the other side of the salon the 
respectable curate—le respectable curé. His friends call him 
vicaire, but he has not of all the air of a vicaire. He is not 
enough young, he is not enough thin; he is all to fact old good 
man—tout-d-fait vieur bonhomme, how say you? Le voild—see 
there him—speaking to the ladies, so gay, so amiable, so ani- 
mated. I love to see him. The croquetparty suits well to the 
clergy, above all to those who are a little aged. Me who am 
lay and young I love it not. 

In fine we go to the garden. Then I play the croquet. Me, 
Avcustr, I play! Missis Jones invites me. I say that I regret 
infinitely that I know not to play. She says me that it is easy. 
I finish by to yield. I play with her. The military, who is 
major, and one of the ladies are our adversaries. 

In effect, Missis Jones plays very well, and the other lady 
also. The major plays not well, but he plays very severely, an 
he has the air of the president of a conseil de qguerre—that which 
you call a “court-martial ”—speaking to the accused. It seems 
to me as if I were the accused, and I am all timid when he frowns 
the eyebrows so terribly. For me I play not of all of all—du 
tout du tout. Missis Jonzs aids me with good counsels, but 
she has the air of a schoolmistress scolding a little boy, and 
she says me, “ Now hit my ball, if you can; ” and she regards me 
severely, and the major regards me severely, so that when I 
essay to hit my ball to me, I hit the turf, and then I hit the top 
of my ball. and she goes I know not where, all far from the ball 
of Missis Jones. Then this lady says, “That is not so bad.” 
And one other time when I play to wrong and to traverse— 
4 tort et & travers, how say you?—she says me, “That will do 
pretty well.” This irony renders me more unskilful. 
ever, Misses Jones ‘ 
hoops, she hits the stick, and, my faith, she arrives the first! 

major essays long time to hit one of the sticks, but he 
can not. Each time that he misses, his figure—sa figure—be- 
comes more red, and the eyes gleam, and he has the air of to 





How- | 
‘croquets” my ball, she goes through the 


condemn the accused to be shot, and I think to all the words | 


he would say if these ladies were not there. In fine I pity him, 


for to what good would a military say “Bother”? That is not | 


enough, that is not nothing, that exclamation there, which is 
permitted in your country. : 
In fine we finish, and the major parts as soon as possible, with- 
out any doubt for to say at him—chez |vi—all that which he has 
not said. Me also I part, but before to go I give a shakehands to 
Missis Jones, and I say to her, “ Enchanted,” and “A of 
the most agreeables,” and “Thousand thanks, dear Missis,” and 





all the other phrases of the politeness. Agree, &c., AUGUSTE. 
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This delicious Iiquear, which | 


has come so much into public 
favour on account of its wonder 

£ ful propertiesof siding Digestion 
an 


preventing Dyspepsia, can 
q7 now be had of all the 

nn Wine and Spirit erchants 
the Kingdom ole Consignee, 
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OLD RIPE TOBACCO. 
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Quality. 


SUCHARD’S COCOA. 
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POLISHING PASTE. 
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| Pulmonary, Glandular, Kidney and Jiver Complaints, 
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